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There were three or four more skits on my advertisement
in the Advertizer, mostly of an indecent nature, for it must
be admitted that the right to say anything and everything in
London is much abused. On Sunday I went to Mass at the
Bavarian minister's with Martinelli. The chapel was
crowded, and he pointed out to me many lords and ladies
and other great personages who were Catholics, and d'd not
conceal the fact. I looked for Miss Pauline, but did not see
her. My state of mind about her was calculated to bring
about an immediate explosion and declaration, yet I had not
so much as kissed her hand.
'Are you married, dear Pauline?' I asked her one evening.
cYes.'
'Do you know what maternal love is?'
'No, though I can easily imagine it.'
cAre you separated from your husband?'
cYes; he is far away, but do not let us speak of it.'
'Tell me this: when I lose you, will it be to rejoin him?'
6Yes and I will promise you that I will not leave you till
I leave England; when I go away from this happy island
it will be to be happy with the man of my choice.'
cAnd I shall remain behind, poor miserable me! for I
love you, Pauline, though I dare not show my love for fear
of displeasing you.'
'Be generous, be calm, I am not free to listen to you—•
and perhaps I should not have the strength to resist you, and
I beg you to spare me. Besides, remember we may be obliged
to part to-morrow, and our separation would be all the more
painful.*
'I must give way before your irresistible dialectics, beauti-
ful Pauline. Will you let me see with what books you feed
your sublime mind?'
'Certainly, but you will be disappointed.'
She showed me Milton in English; Ariosto in Italian; the
Caracteres of La Bruyere in French; the rest of her library
was in Portuguese.
'These give me a high idea of your taste*' I said; cbut will

